The Hiftorj of King Leir

Leir. Nay, reft on me, kind friend, and flay thy felfe,
Thou art as old as 1, but more kind.

Per. Ah, good my Lord, it ill befits, that I
1100 Should leane vpon the perfon of a King.

Leir. But it fits worfe, that 1 ihould bring thee forth,
That had no caule to come along with me.
Through thefe vncouth paths, and tirefuU wayes,
And neuer eafe thy faynting limmes a whit.
Thou haft left all, I, ail to come with me,
And I, for all, haue nought to guerdon thee.

Per. Ceafe, good my Lord, to aggrauate my woes,
With thefe kind words, which cuts my heart in two,
To think your will fhould want the power to do.
1110     Leir. Ceafe, good PeriSus, for to call me Lord,
And ttraik me but the fliaddow of my felfe.

Per. That honourable title will I giue,
Vnto my Lord, fb long as I do Hue*
Oh, be of comfort; for I fee the place
Whereas your daughter keeps her refidence.
And loe, in happy time the Cambrian Prince
Is here arriu'd, to gratify out comming*

Enter the Prince of Cambria, R&g&n and Nobles: loo fee

upon them^ and whiff er together.

ii 10     Leir. Were I beft fpeak, or fit me downe and dye ?
I am aiham'd to tell this heauy tale.

Per. Then let me tell it, it you pleafe, my Lord:
Tis ihame for them that were the caufe thereof.

Cam. What two old men are thofe that feeme fb fad ?
Me thinks, 1 ftiould remember well their lookes.
JRag. No, I mlitake not, lure It is my father;
I inuft diflemble kindnefle now of force,

She runneth to himy and kneeks domne^ f&fing:
Fatter, I bid you welcome, foil of griefe,
1130 To fee your Grace vf9e thus vnworthily,
And ill befitting for your reuerend age,
To come on foot a iourney fo indurable.
Oh? what difafter chaunce hath HE the caufe,
To make your cheeks fb hollow, Ipare and leane ?

He